THE  SPANISH  WAR
had come to see what all the firing was about. The speed
with which they executed the right-about when they
caught sight of the field of battle did credit to their
mobility if to nothing else.
There were other less spectacular counter-attacks. In
the University City and in the Casa de Campo, hardly a
week went by without some bloody surprise attack or
raid, but in general we knew little of these except from
the laconic versions given in the communiques on either
side or from the news which came back to us a day or so
later and therefore too tardily for such local affairs
There was little at that moment for war correspondents
to do. We mused over maps with staff officers and told
them what General Franco ought to do to win the war,
we talked about past fights and what ought to have been
done by either side on half a dozen occasions, and in fact
we won the war for either Reds or Nationalists with ease
over a dirty cafe table in Talavera, drinking rather musty
ManzaniUa or tepid beer. Most of us complained bitterly
of the food we were having The meat and everything
else were of quite good quahty, but we could not get
accustomed to the strong-flavoured oil and the general
fashion of cooking Then we discovered a birthday. It
was that of Mr Victor Console, the photographer, and
we decided that not only would we have a celebration, but
that the Press would cook its own dinner. Half a dozen
of us stormed the markets of Talavera; we bought turkeys,
fresh soles, cauliflowers, and a host of tinned stuffs, which
I remember included mushrooms and truffles. Victor
Console had volunteered to make a sole Marguery^ I
had said I would stuff and roast the turkey, while some-
body else, I forget who, volunteered to serve the choufleur
an grattn* The manager of our hotel gave us the
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